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. 17 lian monay is sent, notes on the banks of
e York, Philadelphia, and Baltimore, are

i ot midwey between Sachem’s Head and
{12 Beach, these well-known watering pla-
nnocticut shore,.a small cove or
. lage like n silver tongue, up into the
a1 ond the waters, as if weary of the

‘f: and moaning seaw cling
. ghore in little curves dents,
¢ ¢linder silver arms among the
~‘ges of the marshes, as if seek-
lwiand guiet which it i3 their dee-
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P

paios 1ot of water—that smaill cove,

{ white, wave-ribbod sand,

¢ o cv'el of houses, the green, rank

Tud wlow yeage of broken upland,

, wortly of the nume of hills, but suffi-

it ol wll eljects landward, save &

L7 lwa in the distenee, which indicates
me of the Tatoket range of hills,

wurd roll eesselesaly the Llue waves

i rnd riestabop e along wt the dis-

“irom coe half mile to eome four or five

iroa ehore, are Feattered a dozen or more

hat dot the dimpled bosem of the sunby

1#7 §88 —

. water, mere hummocks of rock
verrun by roek pear, n species of

7 blossome of deli yellow, with

! there o stunted pine; others long,

wrren resahes of sand, easy of nceess, and
re the chosen locations ?’t’ “fish houses,”
oo sceompanying reels, great elum
. which, with the salty, white luin?:
: over their long remind one of
ready to do battle with the storms ; and
w ol the larger rock-bound nooks of
where the whortleberry and the
pboroy thrive in profusion, and the whisper-
v ¢ and ancient bass-woods shelter, sum-
{er summer, gay parties of pleasure
cld and young.
ud thess, the view i3 unbroken, eave
¢ o clear, sunny day, tho shores of

i loom faintly through the distance,

o, and peari-hued, liko th walls of

) anted city. Many and many 2 time,
o« vhild, have | watched these shores from
wiosded hillside pasture ahove cur old

boicsicad, and thought of the New Jerusalem,
5 its walls of precious stones and its gates
earl, whore there is no more night.

Thess few jslands are not without their lo-
tiry lore, as every one is awara who has
¢ beea honered with a seat in tho ssorn of

! fisherman’s boat, whea ha pulled off, in
sray dawn or evening twilight, to visit his

. pots, or has shared his lunch with cne

i the “outer reef,” when hunger grew too
vien for she patiesce of a fisherman—
nds of buccancers and smuggleord™ and,
i to say, the initials of Captain Kyd, with
¢ Cute 1687, cut in the solid rock on the
| thaet Lears his pame, and sworn to as

“iantie by the “oldest inhabitant” gives
¢ coloring to the former, fo say nothing of

the sroub cavity excavated in the rock, and

inown a2 tha famous Captain’s “ Punch Bowl.”?
vur these islands might have been

imer, they are noted now only as a

wea fur pie-nics, and, last, bat by re

foash, as the best fishing ground in the

7 . wnd the abovs description, we trust,
sul rezall o more than one reader the long

wmer dase when, with some silent, grim-vie-

e o'd fisherman by bie side, ho pat in ths

t, sad baud-uyvor haad, deow in his

Haundering, fluttering prey, or,

sport, lay musing in the stern of

ihe charmed sunset lingered low adown
v red West,”

i heart and eyo and soul to tho scene,

' with its tumeils and bitter strivings,

oo foreicn end sccidental, snd Lo felt, with

the Lotus Eaters—
“There i no joy but calm.”

hatalet iteelf is cmall, and, thongh, boast- |
duly graced with verandsbh and
36 every houss is opened in tue

v timo, a2 & bosrding or lodging house,
« peoerally well-filled, not, of course, by
«t [shiopable, but by quiet country

2 of straightened menns, with pale,
ly-iooking children, stout middle-aged gen-
1 who come thera because their fathers
re them, who swaar at the naw-fangled
Léry at the “ Head” or “ Beach,” where
0 cocasionally to dine with o friend,
+ themazelves on knowing the best fishing
¢, call the old boatman by the soubri-
which each usaally beara in such a plsce,
maks 4 great impression upcn new com- |
apseinlly women and children. Add to
some duzen of gentlemen from ell quar-
umateur fishermen, genunine lovors of the
: uud line, and you have a sample of the
peny ™ which most does “ congreguio” ab

1
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L3 15 tho inhabitants proper—they are an
iLinue race, living equally well on land or |
. Loon, shrewd observers of character, |
2 litl riven to “taking in” men a3 well
b ¢beequious and obliging enough to
vooers, bhus potoriously quarrélsome among
their e ‘
cxw not wheother animals of amphibi-
laits are moro irascible and belligﬁl’&iﬁ
fore: but the bipeds of theee hamiets
nvatisbly given to infirmities of temper,
leir chief rotoa of liberty scems to be
rigut of ¥ poing to law.”
2 Seirs ago, it was my forturne to spend
:k¥ ia this place. [swas in the height
nson,” and the old farm house of our
AL Q was crowded with board-
who presonted the vsuel variety of charae-
ter. Among them were three, who interested
¢ excecdingly.  Two of these were a mother
aughtor—aquiet, reserved paopie, whose
11 of plein, deep mourning, served to
2 the rumor thut they waro a minister’s
and child. The mother locked like
» More the borden of some unspoken
i this wes in part explained, when
¢d on the emall, delicate figure of her
und noticed the deformity of thel
veen the sheulders, whick no ert of
i'd whelly conceal. They never min-
; 1 the boarders in the common rovm
"o the lawe, bet wandered, baed in hand,
o uzen the beach, or sat by the win-
© o their room, (which was divided from
o1 only by a thin pine pertition,) read-
vmetimes {he poots, Milten or Words-
but of ener, from the Bible, the sublime
s of David and leaiah, or the burning
rliof Paul. The Jandlord called the mother
i nport, and the latter addressed the
9 &5 Bertha, end that was ell T knew of

[

s of

_ Fbe other person, whose nce was food
: busy mind, was Aﬁ Vlﬂ"m.
Shan of some thirty-five yeare—a
sucssed, but he mi.g’;:t have had & dozen
fearsmore or less, for his face and figore were
"4l that geand, noble, almost severe mould,
0 which Time scems o leave no impress.
. Meproved to be a former acquaintance and
‘“low traveller of my dear charge and young
rdlatise, Walter Aynton. They had met, a
winter or two previous, in Cuba, and now re-
newod their sequsintance with plessure. In-
deed Wilter was delighted with this rencontre,
Gl enthusiaotio in e ises of his fri
not withont reason ; for Vannesse attach
imeelf {9 our party, snd I eoon found that, to
it accomplishments and varied knowledge of
“he man of the world, he united rare soholarly
“iaiuments, habita of dee )m?nll mﬁhz
roest love for the ll'lli£ snd that raro us
seeotless individaality which wins and com-
mands at the same time. T ﬂl“lh:
“woman's, too, | soon felt him to possess, W
be tk my young cousin under his charge,
snd msde my cffice of nurse almost l.m“.'"
But with all these rare qus combined with
wealth and that

uy
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Scmethn not what—but some-
thing in his early ience had come to give
m;nsth ;ml tdepul: to thoss doubts that sooner
Or dater beset such esrnest, inquiring natures
3 his, and be had taken nf:llge in a refined
#pacies of materialism. This knowledge was
an jofercnes drawn from a series of incidental
remarks, rather than any opsn statement
of his own; for he was no vulgar asserter of
his crecd, no Jesuitiesl proselyter, bent upon
bringing every cne to his views.

To Walter Aynten, pain and illness had been
the angel with which he had wrestled, like Ja-
cob of old. until he had obtainad the blessing,
the uaspesicable blessing, of parfect faith and
truet in God. Thas it was, in all our conver-
eations on life end life’s onds, that all that
ssemed dark snd intricete and contradi ;
Woalter trusted to God, certain that in the li
beyond it wonld all be mads clear in the
“Lrightness of the everlesting light” Bat I
cogld tesd no cor ing faith io the dark
ayes of Yaunoere—no of hope lit up the
calm, stern featuresof his grandly-chizeled face.

One glorious day, us we sat beneath the
shade trees on the lewn, Adrian read, in soft,
deep tones, that most musical, most melencholy,
because maoet hopeless of all Tennyson’s poems,
the “ Lotus Eaters;” and as he closed he re-
peated, more to Limself than us, and as if in
answer to some query of his own mind—

“There is confasion worse than death ;
Trouble on trouble, pain oo pain,
Long Inhor unto aged bresth—
Sore task to hioarts worn out with many wars,
And oyes grown dim with gazieg on the pilot stars."
Then added, slowly, “And this is the sum of
life!?

There wae something so sad, eo inexpressibly
kopeless, in his voice, that for & brief moment
it dvf seem that this wero indeed sll—then o
bright glow lit up Walter's pals cheek, and he
Baia:

¢ Not so, decr Vannesse. Old Ulysses teaches
a higher, hetter dootrine than that, heathen
though he be!?

And, taking the book from Adrien’s hand,
he read the moble poem that bears the name
of the saga of Ithaca—tkat poem so replete
with kingly digaity, sclf-conscious power, mel-
ancholy fortitade, und maaly self-reliance, soft-
ened and besutified by the memory of joys and
trinls long since “ lived down,” but which have
made him

“ Btrong to will,
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.”

Vannesso did noé reply for some moments;
and Walter, perchanco mistaking the cause of
his silence, said, reaching out a thin hand, that
was instantly folded in that of hie {riend—

“Forgive me, Adrian. 1 have lived fower
years than you, in number; bat suffering,
though Dbitter, is & rare teacher; and it seewms
to me uncommonly cowardly, so to speak, to
doubt the existence or the goodness of God.”

“] d not doubt the existenco of a First
Canse—Providerce, Creator, God—by what-
ever name you choose to designate it began
Vannesso, elewly., “He must be an idiot who
does that. But what ia this speck of & world
to an lofinite Being. such as we conceive him ?
What are we, that he should steop to interfere
with our affairs, or take note of our trivialities?
Your oid Syriac Job felt this keenly, when he
excisimed, - What is man, that thoa shouldst
magnify him ; that thon shouldet set thy heart
upon him; thst thon skooldst visit him morn-
ing and evesing, and try him. every mo-
mept !’ And, na (o bis geoduess and benevo-
lence, look yooder "—and, by & glance, he di-
rected us to where the slight figure of Bertha
Davenport was slowly toiling up ifrom the
besch—%“there is an argument to the point.
What has that young gizl done, to be thus
curged from her birth? Endowed, if ber face
doea not belis her, with sll woman's restless
yearning for companicnship—love—arnd yet
shut cff, by that organie earse, fiom sll but
woman’s sorrows. Thiok you -her unbiased
vordiet would say much for His geodoese 777

For a moment Walter’s face was troubied ;
then, as Le ecaught the love lighted glance
which tho girl lifted toward the window where
bor mother est, and eaw tho spiritual expros-
sion of the small, sweet face, his own lighted
up, and, rising and laying his hand on Adrian’s
shoulder, he said, carnestly—

“Indesd, | do think eo, my friend. Once,
this same thing would huve troubled me ; but,
now I know, Adrien ; for,

“ Knowledge by sulfering entareth,
And lifa is porfacted by death.”

Charce, 88 ho would eallit, gase Adrisn Ven-
nesse an opportunity to ask these questions
himsalf, in the conrsa of a few days, as the in-
wdent | am about to relate will ehow,

It wos toward the last of August, when, af-
ter coveral weoka of extreme heat, there came
ona of thoee intensely hot days, when the earth
is like cne great kilo, and the very atmosphere
like molten fead. The sca lay flat, motionless,
pulsaless—prostrated benesth the fierceness of
the sun's raye—the sedges were crisped and
dry and husky, as if a firc had puseed over
thiem,

Thero wes no comiort enywhere—towards
night the air, instead of growing eooler, scem-
vd to be stilier, suitrier, more sufling, if possi-
bls, than before, snd, leaving Walter on &
sofa, Adrian Vannesse and | walked down to
the beach. We did not gain much, for the
send ecorched our eyes and our feet; besider,
it was “dend low water,” and the great bare
muddy flats lay rc'ekinﬁ and steaming in the
sun, in all their unsightliness; for, whatevér
mey be true of the great ocesn, | am certain
that everything cast iuto the sen near ghore
doos nob

* Buffer a sea change
Tnto somothing rich and strange.”

However, we walked on, until we lcfc the
hamlet behind us, and reached a dilapidated
fish-house, which eerved to shelter the man
who scted as Charon in sll our eailing and
fishing expeditions. Oace or twice, I had pene-
trated into tho hidden mysteries of the placo,
for tho eake of seeing the man’s bed-ridden
mother—g great, gaunt, ekeleton of 8 woman,
keif palsied, who eat up in her bunk, sick or
well, and net seine. 3 !

The man himself was o spccimen, bothina
physical and peychologicel view, not
s “ Lean and lank and brown,

As is the ribbed ses sand,”

like the ancient mariner, but sturdy, and, es
Vulesn himself, with a complexion like the red
anrth, of which he was.formed; neither had
ho the long “ white beard and glhttering eye, 4
which wrovght such o spell upon the luckless
wedding guest, but & besrd short, and stiff,
anil izzled, like & mildewedbmbbla—ﬁeig, and
n light gray eye, overhun maeey, shaggy
eyelfmwa. {In{ like to olgd Chaucer’s “Shop-
man: " .

“0f a nico conscience, no great eare he kopt;”
nor over his temper either, judging from the
many stories we hm;rd of his :i;.me, ungcwhr‘:
able rage—bursts of passion t proved hi
more fit fur the -house thsn elsewhere;
yet his neighbors had not fuiled to taks advan-

of this inficmity, and had involved him in
law-suit after law-suit, and given him one
month's residence in the county jail after an-
other, until he had been redoced from the
ownerskip and mastership of a pretty sohoon-
er, to one or two pet sail-boats, and had ex-
changed & comiortable home for this miserablo
shelter, in which, with his old mother and his
only remainiag child, s bright-eyed boy of ten,
ke contzived to weather out summer snd win-
ter. .

One redeeming trait of manhood he bad
keps ullg—bo was always true t0 his
word, and on all our expeditions was pu
to & minute. For the rest,to quote agsin from
Chaucer :

“Inhil-meufthmtmvdluntﬂu.
The sea’s deep currents, and tho shoals besides,
The sun’s beight and the moon’s, and 5

better than bunty‘, T felt that Adrian Vao-

Now he sato on a deoayed pioce of timbor

from the sun. Here we sat, and pertinaeionsl
cﬁﬂeﬁuppmmofiubugsmdpommoj}
wintry shipwracks and frozsn mariners, not
forgetting
“The schooner IT
b T
- o m::o to_oi':__hu little daughter,

But it wae in vain; we could not even raire
an imaginary breeze. The pale, coppery sky
seemed to shut down closer and closer over vy,
and we could only sit and laugh at our own
fally. At length there eams one or two «light
pufis of gir from the westward, and Adrisn,
who wes well versed in the sigas of the weather,
suggested thet we should go home before the
storm overtook va.

I laughed at the ides of a storm: but, help-
ing me up the rocks which had sheltered us on
the west, he pointed to where, sll along the
western eky, from the horizon towards the
zenith, stretehed fine lines of pale, yellowdight,
eaying— -

“Look ! there is the proof of my words; ard, |
see,” he continucd, chiubing to the highest
point, which gave us aa out-look beyon(? the
ranges of hills to the north and west, *there it
comes, in good earnest.” ]

And all along the west etretched & oloud,
black ns night, save where its beautifully-
curvad edge was bordercd with s strip of clear
silvery hue.

“Wo shall hardly have time to reach home,”
observed Adriun, as he watched its giant strides
up the western sky.

Still we lingered, in awe and admiration,
until, lighting up its edge for a few moments
with & richer splendor, the sun disappeared
beneath it, and its black shadow fell 01 land
and sea. Then came the muttered thunder,
followed by the crinkling lightning. There
was a pause, while the light streak near the
horizon rapidly widsned, and the ocean moan-
ed and rocked in long, undulating swelle; and
then came a roar #s of many waters—a rash
as of the wings of mighty winde—and the storm
wag upon us—not of mere rain-drops, but a
thick, blinding, bewildericg spray and mist,
driven beforo the fiercest of winds.

Adrian Vannesee drew his etrong arm about
me, snd started for the fishermaan’s hut, the
only accessible shelter; but he proceeded but a
fow paces, before ho stopped short, exclaiming,
in 2 tone of horror—

“ Good God! what madnass!”

And, following the direction of his glance, |
saw, through the thick mist and spray, for one
moment, the white eail of a boat, & fow rods
distant from the rocky point we had just left;
for ¢ne moment, then came a loud, shrill, fear-
ful ery of agony end deathly fear, ewelling
shove the storm; and the buat, and he who ut-
tered it, went down beneath the leaping waves.

“ Make for the Lut ! shouted Adrian Van-
nesse.

And the pext moment 1 was alone, end he,
followed by another wild, bare beeded figure.
that came rushing slong the beack, had dashed
into the surf. '

I did not heed the storm, scareely moved or
breathed, until Vannesse emerged from the
water, followed by our old lLoatman, bearing
in hLis arms a human body; then I fled to the
hu& and reached it in time to sce them enter,
and Jay down upon the floor the body of the
boatman’s enly son. Tho-man looked at no
one, heeded no one, nor cven replied to his old
mother’s scream of terror; but, lifsing the lad’s
head to his knee, wrung the water from the
tengled, sun-bmned locke, and chafed the cold,
wet hands,

“Hold your tongue, mother!” he cried, at
lagt. “There’s life in tho lad yet! Get up,
_youl ’{;ld fool, and gie me the blanket, can’t

e?

“Oh! Dave, Dave, man! the lad never'll
breeike again—he’s clean gone!” soreamed
the old woman, but he cut her short with a
voiley of cursee, and, with a sadden jork, drew
the ragged coverlet ifrom benesth bor old
bones, and wrapped it round the child.

Adrisn Vannesse koolt on the earthen flocr,
and lent all his aid to a=ist the father in his
efforts to recuscitate ths boy—>but in veia. At
length, pointing to & durk bruize on his tem-
ple, he said—

“ My poor fricnd, this is useless. Your boy
will never speak or move again, Heis dead!”

“ Not speak agsin—ndt move-—my Billy—
the hnandicst, smartest lad in the whoio Cose—
dead ! ¥ said the man, draamingly. * Yon lie!”
ko shouted, turning suddenly upon Vannesse,
“ he never minded & ducking—lie ain’t dead ! ”
aud, ho again ret to chufing tho etiffened
limbs

v
By

Adrian did not reply otherwise than by pla-
cing the miserable father’s hand over the pulee-
less heart. The man drew back with a start
and a shudder that ran through his giaut
frame, then, sinking down on the floor, he sat
gazing into the child’s pale, open fece with a
look of vacant Juimb misery.

“iead! desxd! He'll never hail the skiff
agaic—rever. Ob, my boy! my boy!” snd
the groane of the strong man in his ngony well
nigh overpowered iho raging of the stoim.

Suddenly the old womaa raisad hersolf up,
and said, in a tone that was a strange blend-
ing of childisbness snd wothority:

“It’s the hand ¢’ God, Duvey—the hand o
God!”

“Then why didn’t, he take you, you oid
worthless hulk, or me, who am good for noth-
ing but to die, and pobt the laughiv’, happy
boy!” said the miscrusble man, asgrily, “Ah,
Billy, lad—tke last o’ ten—all gone! all gone!
gone where 7" ke muttered, ns if a new thonght
wag struggling in upon his grief. Then turn-
ing to Adrian Vannesse, he seized his arw, and
said, eageriy:

“Ye are & larned map, sir, an’ [ believe s
good un! I've heard ye sod tother un readin’
&n’ taikin’ in outlandish tongues sech as ihe
likes ¢ me don’t understand. an’ yo know a
great many thinge—sny, where is my boy gone?
Shall { ever sce bim agin '”

And he—ihe &il accomplished man of the
world, the rare scholar, tha deep thinker,
who prided himself on the strength of his res-
son, and hoasted that man’s intcllect was sul-
ficient for his wants—stood demb before the
mighty mystery of Daath! Among all bis fine-
wtoug{lt srguments aud subtleties of the intel-
lest, there was not one which oould give com-
fort to that wretched, guesticning father, or
lift his bruised spirit above the lifeless lump of
clay at his feet!

“[t’s @’ in the Bibls, man,” muttered the old
crone. “Surely, Dave, | gin ye good echoolin’
in the days long sin’.” }

“Aye, and bad encugh ein, mother” mur-
mured the man—¢so it 18 ¢'en as broad as tis
long;” and again he bent bis decp, earnost
gaze upon Vannesse; but, before hﬁm iips counld
utter again the startiing, “ Where is he gons!”
o slight with dripping black garments
clinging

to ber delicate limbs, end long goiden
curls streaming over her shoulders, came softly
from 8 remote corner of the room, aad, laying
her emall white hand on the arm of the giant
Loatman, said, earnestly, in low, silvery tones,
that eeemed, somebow, to carry with them

convigtion : S o
« to God, sir—tkat,” pointing to
Ko has form, the shell,

tho li N
i i lived while here. Now,
in which your little boy iyt Emv!n:

he has gone home, to cur
where there is neither sin, nor BOITOW, DOT
ain.” Y

The bereaved % loaked 'h-aif'?:ﬁm nt:::
angel face Foung gur a
begch -

“If He is our Father, Miss, and good as you
say, why did he let him die? I wouldn't a let
“That you mey be the more willing to follow
him, perhaps” said the girl. “Tell mo,” she
g T p et Ly e
Ji 80 :

Him back, $0 1ive jnst the lifs you have ived?

for you ‘shall go to him, but he shall

no more to you,’ was the quiet snewer; and
then, in that low, sweet tone, she went 0% to
speak of God—not as the unknown—the *nfi-
nite, over whoee essence and attributes phi¥so-
phers lose themselves in & waste of words, but
as the all-wise, all-geod Father, and of the Jon,
who ‘carrieth the lambs in his bozom ' to
whom even the most poor and ignorant ‘nay
eome, sod find pardon and peace.

Adrien Vannesse never forgos that le son,
With Bertha Davenport leaning on his ¢ her
erm, we walked Lome after the tempest bad
speat its fury, and learuad Lhow she, oo, had
beea caught 1n the storm, and foreed to gpk
shelter in tho fisherman’s hut; but he said
little or nothing until we reached the poreh of
our temporary home. Then, taking her baid,
and baring his head, 28 if in reveronce, he

“ Pardon me, Mizs Davenport, and do mé the
justion to balieve that I ask from mo idle mic-
tive. Bat this religious fuith of yours—tell
hias it brought you rest 2 1= it sufficient for?
times and seazons 17’

The eweet, child-like face was raieed to Xis
& moment, in surprise; then, pointing to where
the black clouds rollod in jigged masses cver
the western eky, she said:

“There ccme days-and hours, in all lived—
certainly in mine—when clouds and thick
darkoess are about us, like those yonder ; lut
I know that bebicd them shines the sare son
of God's love; and I Lave peace—deep snd
sbiding poace.” 1

And, surcly, no cne who looked upon that
sorene, thoughtful face, conld doubt it.

Adrian Vannessa, like bis great model, Saul
of Tursus, after suffering grievous temptslions,
is now a preacher of God's truth; and whea
donbt or discouragement beset him, us they
sometimes will, be haa only to look down into
the clear eyes of her whom he cmca thought
born only a8 the heritor of woman's sortows,
to read thero s never-failing evangel of faith
and hopo, ae he whispers the sweet, fond words,
“ My wife.” i

il

For the National Era.

BELL SMITH ABRUAD,
No. XIX,
FONTAINEELEAU.

Dear Friexn: The deliciour spring weat rer
tempted us ont, and, with & werry psity, made
up of Dr. Bob end friend, Luey, Mr. H, and
myself, we set off per railroad for Foutuine-
bleau. Al! what words can put on pajer the
exhilaration the warm, eonny breathinge of
the green earth gave ue, as we flaw alosg the
bauks of the Seine, and over the hazy-unted
level of the country sbout Paris—iue modern
Athens, with its crowded streets, where ower-
ing houses shut in the foul, foggy air, where a
winter unusnally severe had ehivered, weary
days snd nights hed educated us to & pPoper
enjoyment of the budding spring. Al the
sunny past camo up—camo up tha epercling
wins-cups, golden fruit, eong, and dance.. The
railroad, with its quick, iren ring, scemed Send-
ing us from the hard, suffering presen, into
the joyous iand of romance. To such ~njoy-
ment ono must bove a preface, and ming had
been days and mcenths of anxiety, ear’y and
physical suflering. The abeence of the-suf
ficed to make one content: but kind. mu-jmn-
ed nature socthed mo like a tirpd child-” Yet
more—the country 1 looked wpen had Qv:mi
features in common with the Mac-a thee
plaine, where surly winter yet ogers, at d my
mind took up the saddest and morricst ¢ ays of
life, to blend them in the present. I la ighed,
I cried, I clapped my hands like a gir ; and
the good hearis with me tock up the {eling,
and we sang * Home, sweet, sweet home " in a
style beyond tho reach of Jerny Lind.

Arriving in Fopiniceblean, we scornedd, like
lrue originels, the fachionable botel, s:fd put
tp at & enowy, quict little inn, with briek floors
snd orcoked stairs, all flavored considerdbly of
the deye of old. My buge room, with litgs bed
in one coroer, with queer, entiquatod fur<ituie,
ted & baleony under the window ; andrwhiie
sitting on this, hed I seen Don Quixvie and
Sancho Psnza, mounted on Reznonty an
Dapple, ride down the marrow, silent sb ect, I
sbould not lhave boen at sll surprisedi The
frame-work of thet golden piciure is yo! there,
{0 keep in countenauce the persorages, thould
théy again appesr.

One dey was too much like the othe: for o
record. You know how I despice wced ints of
insnimaote things, and, for further par!iculars
of castle and contente, 1 must refer you to tho
proper work, to be bhad on the grourd, snd
which commences in this true Niagare gaide-
kock style: “Oh! you whe, to discovir snd
admire the capricious marvels of the world,
traverse the earth and brave the scas, obie to
Fontainebleau.” The fect is we asted nore
itke children turned locse from school, ian
peopls who had “traversed the ecarth and
braved the sess™ to eome to Fontainshiean.
We wandered throvgh the woods, haying hoon
loog enough from the forests of onr native
land fo respect any sort of sttempt in that live.
We rowed to and fro upon the loog canal; we
invaded the sanctuary of tho ewans, upon the
island in the centre of their Inke, where Napo-
leon retired to consull upon the komewhat so-
ricus propesal of & resignation ; wo sang © Hail
Columbia 7 and the * dtar-spangled Banoer ¥
we lunched in the magmficont “Salle des
Gerdes: 7 recited in the little theatre built for
Madame de la Pompudonr; and ot lust sad Dr.
Bob upcen the threpe in the grand throne yoom,
and went throvgh a meck presentation with
more fua than dignity.  1ndeed, the motk sov-
ereign, with & ¢sp turned up in front for &
crown, and with oor traine improvieed from
shawls, cloaks, and table covers, were too ri-
diculous for dignity. It is to be hoped tho mat-
ter is better done when played on a grander
ecale ; but, to tell you tha truth, I fall over my
train, while Eucy and Miss E. fairly wheeled
round, shocking etiquette by so marchidg out.

No one must suppoee for a moment that this
is the ordinary style of seeing Fontainkbleau.
By no manner of means. We are fortusate in
being the friends Mr. K, tho srchitegt, now
cogeged in building for Louie Napdleon o
theatre, on & more exteneive sorle thas “that of
the little one constructed fur Maday o de la
Pompadour, end with which Napoltsn and
Jozephine were so delighted. Our fricd kind-
ly gave us the keys and urlunited | ‘eedom,
end we treated Fontaineblean in a ves 7 famil-
iar, easy manner. D., who came for u, o week
aiter, snd was admitied on the doy 8 gpropri-
ated to the pablic, says he was taken #hmugh
at the rate cf “sixty miles an hous,”’ rad st
uslly made sea-sick in & winding stair¥ay.

I expeot you will be provoked witk,me, for
the hundredsh time, for not giving yvu some
solid information on what I have ssn and
heard. But [ tax my memory in vain—I can
recollect nothing I feit impressed by, save the
lopg euite of gorgeous apartments in which
his Helinees, the Pope Piua VI, was imprison-
ed, for nearly twe years. | conld almost see
the old man slowly paciog over the polished
floors, coming te meet his jailor, the maa of
dostiny ; and, relatively, it eeemed at the mo-
ment 8 contrast of strenglh and weakness.
But in sn sdjoining chamber is preserved the
little table on which his destiny, ished,
was signed—his sbdication, which n®de the
vast empire vanich like a dream! Le# no one
pass without regarding well this réjic—the
smarke of the peuknite, which, while ! s delib-
ersted, be impatieutly and abstractedd { sirook
into its surface. The hisiory lef: in ¢ s, upon
the little table, telle maore of tho man tian vol-
umes of Liography. From all the faaterisl

things, I tarned continually, s [ _dq
after dsy, through the halls and siloeot
chambers, to the unseen life my imagination

gave birth to. Queens of & by-gone day rustled
m brecades past me; the brave, men—
poots and artists, were sround mo g

things, these grand old rooms would no lenger
be silent—to some, docrs would open and sweet
musio their cntrance; to othere, these
doors would shut, and chairs, tables, and even
altar oandlesticks, becomo means of cffence,

Who is it that says that thay who have
given themselves up to vile its on esrth,
and do bad deeds, will follow the same path,
and, re-enact again and again forever their
evil actions? I am inolined to believe such
dreams, and received from Monsicur K—— the
prehiteet, in illostration, the following narra-
tion of a pight within the unscen life of Fon-
tainebleau, with decided eliaf:

PHANTUMS.

After the destruction of the rcof and part of
the walls, the death of called me to Paris,
where | remained eome weeks, doring which
our work was sespended. I returned at the
end of that time, however, with the peceesary
orders to continue the new theatre. [ left in
the sfternoon traine, and arrived in one of the
| uliest wiater storme to be witnessed in France.
After » bearty dinner at the hotel, and sleepy
readings by-nods of the day’s papers, I at last
gathered up my little baggage, and wended my
way to the snuggery which | had sapproprie-
ted in tho palace as a sleepingz apartment. |
passed the sentries, mufled in their cloaks
aud ercuching closely to their boxes, and al-
maost stopped in the grand court where 8o many
events have been emacted. [ could see the dim
outline of the palace—I] could almost recog-
nisa the circelar steirway, which so many
kings, quosns, courliere, statesmon, heanties,
and ﬁ;eacm‘m, had traversed, end down which
Napoleon came to embrece in a last adicu
his Old Goard. As | hesitated for a second,
staring into the wild night, the old clock above
the duerway tolled out the hour of ten. It was
| indeod the voice of time, tolling its ghostl{
sum:mons into the drowsy ear of night. [ pull-
ed my clouk closer sbout me, and sought my
little room.

To my grest horror, I found, from some in-
tesforance by our workmen with the roof]
tho continued rain and enow of the past week
had found their way in, and my room was
anything Dbut habitable. 1 bad to find cther
guarties, and tho idea of wandering through
the vast Chatean in search of n resting Fiaue
seemed e85 dreary as such 8 search would be
through s deseried town at midnight. I had
no help for it, however. Su, descending to tho
lodge, | ecoured the services of old Maria and
two men, and we set off in cur search for a
sleaping room. 1 knew the most inhabitable
at least the most comfortabls, were thuse of
tha Princess , known ss Madame de la
Pompadonr's, and thither I conveyed my os-
cort. Here three rcoms are alimost thrown
into ooe, being separated ot the doorways
only by the heavy tapesiry. The smaller, the
bed-room, ie a perfeet gem. The floor is cov-
ered with a earpet, in which the foot sinks
noiselossly: the walis are hung with the finest
satin ; the furniture, of costly wooda, is reflootod
in tall mirrors, and set off by raro paintings,
any one of which is worth a journcy to lock
upon,

Madame Marie soon arranged the hugoe bed,
and ordered the men to light the pile of wood
in the fire-pluce of the larger room. The
smoke, for a while, rolled hoavily into the
apartmnt, but as the heat pathered fores,
took sMtproper direction, and in a few minutez
I had a capital fire. Left to myeelf, [ drew an
arm-chair froma ite place, and, for mere than
en bour, sat looking nto the sputtering fire
nud histening to the storm rattle and beat upen
the windows. Drowsy at last, I stole to my
strange bed—so strange, that | soon wakened
to & sense of restlcsspess, to me unaccounta-
ble. I conld not get to eleep, but turned and
turned for hours, listening to the furious storm,
or locking at.the fire. At last the blaze went
dowr, and shadows, more snd more gleomy,
geemed to denes npon the goblin tapestry in
the adjoining chamber, into which 1 looked.
giving » gort of life to tho wivid figures. |
could, between sleopirg and weking, almost
tea the figures move, [n vain [ attompted Lo
sloay; the drowsy god foreock my couch, (he
moie | courted his roothing presence. My
mind tock up the many legends—the many
eruel deeds, which had ofeo made the very
stonies quake with fright. [ thought of the

wor man broken alive upon the wheel by
eris the Just, because a clemsy trick, harmful
to no one but himself, had failed. All the
rudden dezthe, and myetérious disappearances,
would threng my brain. [ saw jealous and
infuristed Christine of Sweden approach
Mousldeschi, in the dim and ghostly © gallery
of Cerfe,” and demsnd the authorship of cor-
tain letiers to a fair Italian. [saw her beokon
the two aseassind and the prieet; | heard sgain
the surplications for life—the stracge absoln-
tion; | saw the murderous sttack upon the
unarmed man, who, clad in coat of muil, re.
sisted with his handa, until foce and hands
were cut to picces, and, o frightfal epectacle,
he blindly Aow [rom his asesssive, vainly ery-
ing for merey—until he fell, ding by inches

I oould mot olear my brain of this sluf,
whilo tho st rm dashed 1tsclf againgt the hogo
windows ; tha fire gradually burned down, un-
til the room bocams more dim, enud loug shad-
ows bagan to play upon the goblin tapestry, as
if the ligures, endowed with Lfe, were flisting
by end at each other. [ would drop into u
doz», and atart out again, o8 if upon the watch,
with n foverish senso of unecasincss, diffisuit to
deseribe. At last, I beeame conscivus of some
one being in the room—the larger room ad.
Jjuining, where now smouldered the five, end
mnto which I looked through the folding, dra.
peried doora.  Yes, it was eurkly g0 sowe one
stood before the fire. Strange to may, I was
pot startled, or alarmed, only influenced by a
strango sensa of awe. I cocld not, and yes |
could, see_ distinetly : the de'ail: were uncer-
tain, but the general outlines were there, murk-
ing the fearful man—for it was indeed him.
I saw the cocked hat—I could almost rea the
clear, cold face—the over-coat, the hands fuld-
ed behind his back. Yes, he stood befure that
fire, 88 he had stood before the most feariul
camp-fires of Europe.

While [ gezed, spell-bound, upon this appa-
rition, another started into existence, from, I
thonght, the very tapestry, at the farther end
of the roon; snd it slowly, and with kingly
stateliness, stalked scrcss the floor, & gigantic
figure, dressed in the costume of another age;
and, as it turoed its face slowly as it advanced
towards the fire-place, [ saw the straight line
from the fyrehead to the end of the nose, which
marks so decidedly his portrait in the Loavre

‘On be waiked, turning his bead with a stare
of surprise, nuiil he mslts into the heavy gloom
gathered ab the further end of the apariment.
And now come two others—the one, fair and
benutiful as a summer’s day, her long, sitken,
suburn locks falling over, and almost kiding,
the lustrous blue eyes; the other, dark as night.

too, glide on end disa; , to be foliow-
gag} onasl:mlike sll others. What & fieroe,

stern woman ! what & cruel, cold eye! She,
too, the mother of kings, pasees on, glaring ia
hatred at the motionless figure before the dying
fire. ‘:d, 5 had th‘g;oowling ition dis-
L3 an ang crme, 80, in con-
m be seemed an angel of light: mild, quiet,
g ing slowly on. Ha ge=ed, too, in the same
irection with the others, but in rather a look

beckoning columne on through tho black,
thick smoks of battls, while from his brea:t the
red blood welled ont, soiling his white vest.

Ho is gone, and after & pause sppesrs two
shadows—the one indistinet and ucoertain, with
&e;:nonlyolmlynmmd;ﬁnaﬂng;

¢ his companion, , i distinetly visi-
ble, with Wﬁ hooked nose and the
thin i the form

NO. 3=89.

The follewing gentlomen will act as agents i
oities nameod :
I1. B. Knight, 48 Beskman street, New York
Wm. Alcorn, 828 Lombard street Philadelphia
J. A. Inois, Salem, Massachusetta.
0. A, Wall, Woreester, Massachusntts,

of a royal line. There is & loog pause—still
the forms befors the dying fire stand motion-
less. Will there be another? [ strain my eyes
to see. The fire burns lower and lower: while
the gloom deepens, the storm grows loud apace,
and seems to change into the cchoing roar of
cannocn end wild ories, as if & nation were
gathering into strife ; and now a terrifie explo-
sion, and Fontaineblesu seems falling about ma
in ruins. [ involuntarily close my eyes, and
open them to find the cold, gray light of a win-
ter's dawn stealing into the room, My dream
wis ended: tho spectros had flod st the ghost's
sumimcns ; for,
** The sentinel cock, shrill chanticloer,
Had wound his bugle hom,
And told the early villager
Thoe cowing of the morn.”

For the National Era.
THE STORY OF COXSERVATIVE.

BY LYDIA A. CALDWELL.

He lived very far away, beyond where the
blue of the sky and the deeper blue of the hiils
meet and touch each other. Where it was, |
cannot exsotly tell; but, at all evente, it was
very far from here. “Bat,)” you ask, “what
was his pame?”? As for me, | cannot tell. A
wind in the woods, the other day, said that his
name wai Conservative. 1t may be; we wi
call him 8o, He was of a very larga family:
he had many brothers and sisters. He was of
o very bigh family, too, and boasted much of
the rara blood of his veine, though it is whis-
pered (thig, wlso, is upon the suthority of the
wind) that this pame rara blocd might be
traced back to an old gardener, who once lost
his place for some petty pecesdilio.

It was a besutiful country where Conserva-
tism dwelt., In the spring-time, the hills and
woods and meadow-lands were groon/as green
could be; and among the deep, sweot grass
were sprinkled violets and polden-hearted dai-
gica, #o thick that your lightest step must ncods
geent the air swoet with their deligate odor.
The fiue, tangled roots, deep down in the
earth’s brown bosom, feit & warm thrill when
the sunlight of April lay among the grase above,
and shot up emeall buds, that unfoided delicats
blue and pink bloome, which grew to & new
and dearer beauty every day.

There were a great many winds, vérions and
sweet-toned, that told tales all the day long,
esek cno of which was sew and more wonde:-
ful than any that they had ever toid befure.
And thore wora thousands of birds—birds tha
built their nests in all the trees, and that had
new tOngs avery moining, and sang from dawn
till dusk; and thero were £omo that oven aang
doep into the pight. And what waa said in
these sopge no man pould ever guess, coly that
they wern the overflowing of & nevor-ending
and ever-increasing delight.

There ware streams that watered this conn-
try : brooke, sweet-voiecd and garrulous, that
were always babbling their happiness and
wonder, as they flowod through the greenness
of this delicious region, to a river which was
for away; and this nver caught them up in
ita wide-spread arme, and bors them on with a
deep and solemn sound, to a great ses, desper
than auy man could guess, much less messure.

But Consorvative wes not happy in this
beaatiful land, for he was half blind, and, with-
all, somewhbat deef. The mingled voices of
birds, and brooks, snd winds, and added to
theee, the scund of that fer-off, mysterions sca,
which eeemed gathering evorything toiteelf—ail
thess troubled and confused him. All day
long, the clouds, purple, and pold, and blue,
brilliant and swift-like, wondrous and strange-
dyed birds, flitted ecroes the upper deep ; and
they oppressed him with a senso of change
ﬁns{mumbilily.

The trea sprouted its pale foliage, and wrap-
ped it about it like a veil of delieate green.
Anon it deepened to a richer hue. and spread
the full perfeeticn of its leal, ard, putting on,
fold after fold, its greenness, hid amopg ite
Lranchez small, debeate buds. Later, these
burst into fl swers, nnd the tree grow white with
bloom ; and, luter vtill, the biowsom ripened to
the fruit. Then there came a chinge. The
clusters, Inrge and sewect, fell, es also fell tha
leaves, pale nnd sick, into the lep of the amor.
ous earth, until the tree stood naked and for-
lorn, iis uncipd branches beating cach the other
with a mournfal sound.

Conservative grew ead to ee it. “ Wherefore,
O tree! do you thus change?® he said
“ Wherefors
epring garments forever? '
the branches made answer to him, hut he only
half heard it; it only eecmed to him as a sor-
rowful sound, (one of many.) which made life
hitter and terrible.

And as Conservalive thought of it, mourn-
fully, be noticed a flower, h, having bloom-
ed 1ta time and perfocted its seed, was with-
ering.

“ Aond you, too, flower!” he said, “why
were yeu not content to be a bhd, that you
shonld uafold your he:rt to the fun, that he
might wither you 17

Then the flower replied, very eoftly,

“Wera it well to bo nlways s bud, think
you? Isit not the besutiful crdar of Nature,
that onch individual life should sirive to creep
up inio a higher 1%

There is no beaaty so fair, but there is one
diviner ; there is no hope wo high, but thero is
one above it. Through all the world do wo
not go from the'Hare unto the fairer Boyond?
From my dust will Le moulded s higher typo
of beauty, and frem my breath ba distiiled o
mora exquisite odor. | am not lost.”

Bat Conservative heard none of thin; the | of the hook. there are
0 Lo tan polt H ¥
flower spoke too goftly. But while the flower | (ionotad from the

wad yet epeaking, a brook came to his foct, and
as it oame, it leaped op sod lsugbed. It win

o silvery, swect, mosical langh, snd eo liquid | there are 8o many books pr
that it would have flowed through any other | die like bubbles, we ure clad te sco & book re
heart than Concervative’s, and waterod it with | rrinted which hes stood, erd will stand, the

its gladness aa it had watered the fields and

along its wey.
Bat it made Conservative angry. “ Why are
on bere?” ssid he. “ Why are you career-
ing through the world in this tipey munner?
Why are you sximming away feom home ? In
it well that youn should go away, to be drunk
up by that great hungry ecs, which pever wea-
ries or is satiefied, and on whosd vastpess the
wrocks and the daad drilt and blacken, years
and vears, and are never seen nor heard of
more !

“0h,” he groaned “I am weary of this con-
tinnal change and unrest.  Whll the werid
never bs at peaes, but forever upheave thus, as
if its firmest bnase were this_same deceitful
sea 1”

He said this in snger; yet his passion was
go strange and sad, that the brogk took a more
gerions tone #s it answered him.| But still the
waters smiled, and, a8 they wegt, flowed into
rhyme, £0 swoet that no homat tongue could
miinic them ; bul an near as one might gress
their mesning, it was this: “ We, we are the
waters ; and it 18 our nature that we go about
forever, searchiog fur some beadtiful end. We
go around the carth, and mp‘tsa it; and we
laugh as cur shining arms embrace its bare,
browa bosum ; and toreugh its|
ries we throb & warm and loving life.
wherever we go, we are seckicg this beautifu

Why would you not wear your |
A wind smong |

|

It calls him,
True, aecicent will often
turn him aside from the right path, and human
passion and weakness, working within him, will
cause him to listen to other voioes than the one.
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edcentric as may bo his path, and devious
wanderings, if he bave the coho of this voice
within hissoul, and be beseeking it, he certainly |
must find it at the last. And, though the fair- |
ness of his proportions may be marred by |
error, if ho have this purpose in his heart, ‘bwill
serve to keesr him pure and troe. Thue the |
moon, in his long journeyings is not the less a |
globe because she sometimes falls beneath the |
shadow of a breader orb, and may appear to.|
us a8 but o silver thread.  And this enme prin. |
ciple which dwells in man, works likewise
throughout all the universe. Comets [rave a
red track sslont the spaco o8 the s hasten on,
and even tho firm-Lesed oarik itseli =lda
ward in the general march. You, to
servative, (though you know it pot,)ure b :
on, moved Ly the irresistible forco of the waves
of humnn being, which are swayed like the |
iliows of the eea, by this same restiess lenging
for & better Good. =i
While the stream was suying this, its voiee |
gradually became louder, so that Conscrvative |
must bave beard the last thouzh he had Loen
ae deaf as the etones over whioh the stream |
rushed. And he did hear: bui it enly made
bim very wroth, so that he commenced furth- |
with to make a dam soross the che niel 6o that, |
spite of its loud words, it should not go further. |
Eut by and by the stream raised o great laugh |
at Conservative's dam, which be had construct. |
ed of clay and stones with ineredible paing and |
ingenuily ; und, as it lnughed, it reut thoe dam |
asunder, ag & eirong man might & basrier of |
straw, (at the moment vearly brushing away
the ingenicus builder, binsalf ) and bure it on
with iself to that fur-fl sow, wiuthsr it was
going. So, in spite of Corpservative’s werlhy

its fruit, the flower bloomed s wus its wont,
and the stream went vn its way, singing to the
sca. Aye, and the sea itself hemved all the
same, and ebbed and fluwed with a cuntinual

that owing to his being partially blind, as I
said belore, be never mors than Lalf saw the
moon, and probably uever hal! suessed that
any power sbove his own heaped up ths wo-
ters thus. And in order to drive the stream |
up into the mountain sgzain, whigh
scheme he had fully sct his hoart,) he went on
oontriving meaos o build stronser dams
theroby doveloping inficite goni i
verance, wh ¢ bet
LEVAr suC
picnca 80 str
would at last wash them away. And so Lo
wenl on contriving and bailling, end, for &
I know, Conservativo i besy to thia dsy buld-
ing dems. ¥
3¢, this is the story
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Francis (QQzarlos has been for many vears & |
favorito with ve. This iz not & book we bavo |
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